November 27, 2021 


Where even to begin. 
Or, do I even begin? Should I even write? Is it better to be quiet? 


I feel much better after writing. So there's that. 


But, is it ok to poke a hole in your head, and let the bottled up contents drain 
out? Onto the virtual paper? And then get posted online, for the whole world to 
see, further incriminating, yet also exonerating, oneself? And, maybe, if God 
wills, other people are helped in some way because of it? 


Yeah. It's alright. Ok then. 


Of all the years that I've lived on this earth, 52 so far, this past year - 2021 - 
has been the craziest, most intense, most difficult, most insane, and most blessed, 
all wrapped up into one, like a big giant confusing burrito. And that's saying A 
LOT. For 2021 to be so crazy, even by my standards. 


I'm still processing it, the most recent events, and also the last few years. I'm 
still in shock, a little stunned. Been battling confusion, disorientation, and all 
kinds of bad things, mentally. My physical body is struggling also, but I'm still 
up and walking, ever since January of 2020. Still not sure what's going on in that 
category, but I'm not really worried about it. My body has always been the least of 
my concerns, God takes care of me. 


One thing I'm thankful for in regards to the recent events, it/they forced me to 
the end of my rope mentally, it outright pushed me to the end, so now my head is 
broken even MORE. Why am I thankful? Because if it's not helped, I will wind up on 
another planet entirely, mentally speaking, and that's pretty inconvenient. And 
embarrassing. And unpleasant. So, I've finally been pushed to the point of saying, 
I need some help. 


I will never put my faith or my trust in the medical world, my trust and help and 
healing is in Jesus. That will never change. But sometimes He uses medical 
professionals to help us. Duh, that's a given. For me, it's a huge step. To allow 
other humans to help me. And my head. 

I won't say anything more about that, for now. Just thinking about it .... ugh. 


So, will I write it all out, what's happened? Or, find a way to convey it all, bit 
by bit, piece by piece, over time? 


Will I be able to stay connected, and keep writing? 


And did you know, powdered whole milk is really good? 

I learned a whole bunch of things this last year, and one of which is what foods 
are, and aren't good, that don't need refrigeration, to keep on a shelf in your 
room, the room that you found yourself in, that all of your belongings are in, bed, 
kitchen stuff, pets, and all - while your head is spinning, wondering how you 
landed there, what you're doing there, and what to do from there, if you can figure 
out what your options are. 


Amy 


thank You Jesus 


